THE MAGNATES

that bastard and his three decrees." He tapped the typewritten pages
through his tunic.

"Sound the fanfare!"

The fanfare was behind him, the recipients were lined up, Comman--'
dant Gilon to his right was reading the citations, the non-commissioned
officer was handing him the crosses, and officers, already members of
the Legion of Honour, were presenting swords to the Chevaliers; all
of them were now revolving about him, deacons about a bishop, corn^
municants awaiting the unleavened bread.

He felt as if he were an outsider looking on. His voice seemed to
echo in some cavern of the universe where the atmosphere had become
rarefied.

"... In the name of the President of the Republic ..."

The flat of the sword on the right shoulder, the flat of the sword
on the left shoulder. Fixing the metal clips with some difficulty into
Captain Padoue's tunic, he asked him: "Didn't I once know a Padoue
who commanded the Dragoons of Lorraine?"

"It was my uncle, sir!"

" Excellent!  I congratulate you!''

The accolade. The rolling of drums and sounding of trumpets. The
movement of arms along the sides of the square.

"In the name of the Minister for War..."

Facing the General was a fine-looking regimental sergeant-major.
Nineteen years' service but with no prospect of further promotion.
He was retiring, to become a Customs Officer no doubt. His eyes were
full of little red veins.

"Well, he won't weep anyhow," thought the General,

He shook hands with the newly decorated man and said a few kindly
words.

Once again the voice of the Colonel of Hussars seemed to echo from
his throat. The troops prepared to march past.

The Chasseurs-a-Pied moved off first to the sound of their bugles. It
was as if each file was backed by an invisible wooden lath, like a row
of cathedral chairs.

Then, with the squeaking of leather and white girths, foaming bits,
clinking spurs, slung muskets and swords, the squadrons marched
past, giving the General, standing still as a statue, a last gust of the-
smell of sweat, both men's and horses', and dust. Then the ranks had
swept by and the dust settled again.

The General, still accompanied by the samoyed, went to meet tfcej
Colonel of Hussars.

"Colonel, I congratulate you on the fine turnout of your men,*' said
the samoyed.

"Monsieur, your regiment marched past well; I compliment you on
it," said General de La Monnerie more slowly.
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